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A Nasty One for the Old Gent. 


———_ of -—— 
THE LITTLE ABMGEL; Were}you in'the Ark, Grandpa? 
eTHE ANCIENT ONE; Ne, certainly not. Why do you ask’? 
‘THE[LITTLE ANGEL; Then why weren't you drowned? [& 
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mM LARK’S “ ANCHOR” Turraps are unrivalled for 
every kind of Washable Embroidery, fine or bold, as 
for Knitted Jumpers, Sports Hats, Gloves, Stockings 
es] and Scarves. There are special threads for EACH in 
white and lovely fadeless colours. They have silky smoothness, are strong 


and even and easy to work. Obtainable at all Drapers and Needlework Depéts, 
with patterns, transters and leaflets of instruction. 


“ Ancuor ” Threads are seven in number: 


COTON A BRODER VELVENO 
STRANDED COTTON FLOX 
FILOSHEEN FIL D’ECOSSE 


FLOSS EMBROIDERY 


All made by 


CLARK & €O LTD 


PAISLEY 
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oO arded to any part of the World, postfree : 3 months, 


E CURT, FLEET STREET, 


th Passion swelled the. veins, of his temples till I 
0 
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hm notin the least jealous. 


Ew, 


READ 
THOSE UNLUCKY 
-_OPALS. 
SEE PAGE SIX, 
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& i-6 months, 6s. ; 12 monchs (including all Special 
peMbers), 12s. 7n_. stamps oF 
MOPRIETORS, “THe SLopeRsEs,” 7A, Wine OFFICE 
LONDON, E.-C. 


Sow Caras and Contenis Bills wii be sent post free 
eens on appiication. Reading Cases, free of 
“8c, to Hoveis, Restauranis, etc. 


NNN NNN eeererrrnwr~rn~~~rnrnmnew" 
Correspondents wishitiy their MSS. or Sketches "to be 


0 contain: he contributions submitted. Uncer no 
- Sther.conditions will attention be given to work sent 
hk Onapproval.. Doanot.enclose loose stamps. 


AND SO THE WORLD WAGS. 


4 It has always been the way of the world and, I 
Dbose, always will be. The, best, men invariably 
the worst women. 
ne And Graham was as good as 2 man, I avow, as 
€r. drew, breath. 
I had never. seen the woman, T never wanted to. 
felt, instinctively that I hated her, 
_ But I knew that Graham hungered for the sight 
A, her, It’s strange how the love of a man such as 
bem cling to a woman, :Jet. her be as bad as she 
in the eyes of the world at large. 
en waa useless .to.remonstrate; with him. In- 
tee it was dangerous.; I once, with heart sore 
i te abject: misery, endeayoured to urge upon 
f the. utter unworthiness.of such a. creature to 
one the remotest corner, of his. memory,.and I 
ed he would have killed me. 


ught they must burst. 
4 “By what right do you speak thus?” he de 
aay fiercely, with -blazing eyes and clenched 
Py “How should you.know.: what manner of 
man she was or is?,. It is he who is to blame, 
Witse him!—he who, well knowing ® to be theft, 
"bbed me of..that love which should. have been 
ine—and would. have been.” 
Sot But supposing he ddi. not know?’ T insinuated 
‘morously, hoping to thus prejudice him into for- 
Stfulness of his wrong. 
i “Heavens!” he cried aghast, 
Macined that.” 


i. I never dared to refer to his wife again. 
— 


am koa 


“T had never 


hi On the night of which I write, T had dragged 

ne from that solitude which was ro dire a stimnu- 

hag to his unhappiness. By sheer force almost, I 
4 brought him,into the more healthy atmosphere 

* Frascati’s. 
He would not talk. He sat like a man recover- 

The from the effects of a narcotic. 

Presently he raised his eyes to mine. 
“Perhaps you are right, old man,” he said, with 
Deevish smile, “ perhaps I am 1 fool,” 

h As he spoke he turned his gaze idly across the 
Sdy of the hall. It alichted on the figures of a 
an and woman who were gailv discoursing supper. 

Ana as it.alighted, so it became transfixed. 

~The next moment, however, he recovered him- 

“*lf—only to assume.a still stranger mien, 

> “ Champagne!” he .ordered| boisterously, 

These, and cigars.” 

“Come, . come, 


“the 
” he said jokingly, ‘don’t be 
armed, I'm perfectly harmless. “Why, man, I’m 
“0. longer a fool eyen, let alone a lunatic. . My long 
“nd fondly. cherished hope is. gratified—that. is. all. 
have, seen her and the man. . You may. see them 
too, Look! they’re’ making. merry at yonder table. 
Lome. let'a drink to their happiness. I assure you 
The man wae, once 
¥ valet. He is illiterate—not ever honest...That’s 
Prohably why he thrives. I discharged him for 
hett. But ""—with a dry ean —‘he appears to 
Rave robbed me of more thon I ey Bo you 
Se you were right. I was 9 fool, 
recovered senses.’ 
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THE NAUTICAL GIRL. 
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RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


ON THE BEACH. 


They strolled together along the beach 

With an arm around the waist: of each, 
And he said, ‘‘ My dear, ! will give you gems, 
And a lovely motor-boat up the Thames, 

If you will be mine, my dear, my dear, 
When the corn of the autumn is in the ear,” 


She bit her lip and she tossed her head, 
“You are awfully kind, old thing,” she said, 
“But the autumn, 1 fancy, is rather late, 
And why, oh why, should a girlie wait? 
The water is bright and the sun is high, 

So what is the matter about July?” 


“July,” he replied, ‘‘is an early date, 

And I'm not quite ready, | beg to state. 

My bank account, I'm afraid. is low. 

And the cash comes in so slow, so slow; 

But in: September, then, my dear, 

There is nothing on earth that you need fear.” 


With a movement made in angry haste 
She removed her arm from around his waist, 
And she gazed on him with a furious glare, 
As she said, “ § thought you a millionaire. 
Good bye, good-bye! {| am off, old dear," 


As she caught him a thumping swat on the ear, 


He turned to the other. 


READ’ ~’ 
THE QUEST OF THE 


MODERN KNIGHT. 
SEE PAGE TEN. ih 


‘‘] HAVE A SONG TO 


‘Ey ie ae 
By “THE BARD.” 


ST. PETER’ S | CHOICE, 


St. Peter stood guard at-the eden’ gate 


And. jingled his. heayy gold keys; 


With business dull he strolled all around 


Enjoying his dearly-bought ease. 


Theere came thronggh the: space, with a great whir- 


ring, sound, 
An odd looking pares ‘of three: 


Two men; who, wore a. grandiloquept air, 


And a girl. just as sweet.as could, be, 


“Who are you, my friend?” he asked number one, 


Who with satisfied smile replied: ? 


“Oh! ’'m just a banker, for Heaven I hanker— 


From the City!” he added with pride, 


“Your head, indicates it,” the great saint rejoined; 


“So -swollenssmust be inflammation— 
Hot-compress the cure, of this I am sure— 
Here, boy, show him down to damnation!’ 


“And now you, my friend, 
What were you-in Life’s busy walk?” 


He lifted his eyes in prayerful guise, 


“A peperter,” he said, “from New York.” 


“Indeed,” said St. Peter, “‘we want no reporters, 


For my life has’ been all hymns and. prayer. 


Just go down below, report all-you know— 


You’re likely to find your friends there!” 


“And you?” asked the saint as he turned to the girl, 


“From the Falderal cabaret,” said she.. 


Said St. Peter: “A hot time on. earth, Iam sure, 


You have had; take a rest. now with me. - 
Here, boy, show her up and cool her off well, 
And while she in the. flies gaily sings, 
You-bustle around and. find, her.a harp, 
And a. >big: pair of gold-mounted. wings.” 
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what ie love? 
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PAGE FOUR 


Yes, yes; here I am!---yes, Exchange, I am! 
.-. Well, as I tell you that I am, why don’t you put 
the person through? Not your fault? No, I don’t 
imagine it is—nothing ever is the fault of the Tele- 
phone Service!—but if there is someone at the other 
end of the wire wanting to speak to me, why don’t 
you put him ‘through? 

* * * _ 

It’s not a “him?’—oh, well, then, don’t trouble 
to— 

Hullo! Oh! it’s you, is it, Lardi? Oh! how 
lovely to hear your voice, dearie! I was just hop- 
ing it might be you who wanted to speak to me! 

* ” * * * 

Yes, dear? What? What? My foreign travels? 
Oh, yes; but I told you'something about them last 
time we ’phoned and—oh! yes, of course, I remem- 
her—it was only about the journey from London to 
Biarritz when I just managed tc save my own 
reputation and the family honour by the skin of 

_my very nice white teeth! 


oy) 
\ 

‘y 6a 
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THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


You want to hear something really exciting, do 
you? 


* * * * * 

All right—if they don’t cut us of I'll tell you 
about my Spanish Count and the motor ride 
through the Pyrenees. (No, dear, not anybody's 
“knees ”—Pyre—nees—mountains, you know, that 
keep Spain and France from running into eaeb 


other !) 
* - ” * a 

Well, one morning I waa sitting on one of the 
zig-zag terraces under the shade of a tamarisk tree 
and looking pensively at the Reckitt’s~ blue sea, 
when I felt, more than saw, that someone was star- 
ing at me. (It’s a nice feeling that, isn’t it?— 
though, p’raps, pet, you don’t know anything about 
it?) 

* * * * * : 

And qu « right—there was va all, dark young 
man, wearing one of those becoming black velvet 
Basque caps, and looking at your pal, Tootsie 
Sloper, as though she was the loveliest and choicest 
thing on earth. 

* * * * * 

I returned his gaze, and a moment later he was 
bowing low in front of me, before sitting on the 
seat by my ride. 

* % * * n 

“Buenos diaz, senora,” he said, 

I knew that it wasn’t French; but, not Leing 
sure what it was, I replied, ‘‘ Bonjour.” 

o Ad * * * 

He smiled, shruggefi his shoulders, 
white teeth, and replied, “ Good-day!”’ 


flashed hia 


* * 7 * * 
“Oh, you speak English!” I purred, 
* * * * * 


Then with delightful courtesy (we never get it 
like that in this chilly old isle, do we?) he told me 
that. because he so much loved the English nation, 
he had given much care to learning their language 
—that he was a Spanish Count of an ancient family 
—that his name was Senora Jose Eulalio Lubio y 
Cortessa—that he owned three cars and a villa at 
Biarritz, besides mansions and castles in almost 
every civilised spot, except Croydon, 

* * * * * 

This sounded lovely, so when he begged me to 
meet him at five o’clock that evening and to permit 
him to motor me to San Sebastian and back through 
the mountains—arriving at my hotel before ten—I 
agreed. (No, Lardi, it wasn’t at all shocking! 
Don’t be absurd! Over there they charge 300 francs 
for a short run to the border in a jolting taxi or 
skidding car, and—oh, yes, I know all about the 
exchange! But that doesn't wash—any more than 
your complexion does! It sounds all right over 
here, but over there it seems to cost more some 


aati 


| | | i i) 
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HT wa A: 


“There must be some truth in the old saying, ‘Two blacks do not make a white.’” 


AUGUST 13, 9 


pt 
4 ous 
how, than when the france was behaving a4 it 
to do! Shut up!) ’ 
* # s * * 5 Ave 
So 1 accepted Senor’s invitation, and * 
o'clock we met outaide the Casino—where be of? 
waiting for me in one of the most luxurl0 
I’ve ever seen. 
* * * — oe 
And off we shot, along the golden coast 
the blue sea, to San Sebastian. 
* * * * + r 
Therre we halted to eat and drink, and oe 
to have a squint round, then off we went ips 


this time turning inland towards the mou® 
* * nw * + 


ee | 


jt? 
Oh! at such a rate we went, that it seemed oe 
a short time before we were right in the nee git? 
the Pyrenees (you heard, didn’t you?—‘‘ nee? yest 
“Pyre” before it!), and so far away from © spe 
tihng and everybody that we might have go! 
only people in a world of towering height? 
sloping vales, 


(Did what? Stop? Pull up? Oh, yes, gor" 
times! What?...I don’t say he did, and a 
say’ he didnt'!. . What?..\°Oh! yes; if BO ‘oo! 
been looking on I don’t quite say that a poe 


have enjoyed it exactly. What?... Oh, no; 4 we 
forgot that I was Lord Bob’s affianced wife, 
unsmirched daughter of the stainless 0? 
Sloper! Never once—not even when we PB to 
down for half an hour in a hollow at the foros 
La Rhune opening bots of bubbles and dri? 
what we had opened!) 
* * * * * a 

Then we went on again—and still more yet! 
until just as the dusk was beginning to &© 
dusky indeed, we again came to a stop—th)® 
quite suddenly. 


* * * * * % 
; a , om 
“Oh! go on now—it’s getting late—wé 
wait any more,” I said, : 
* * * * a t 
z . u 
Jose only kis—er—smiled at me. jumped ¢ 
the car, and looked at the engines. 
% * * * % ence 


ee 
Then, two minutes later. he gave the awful gow” 
of information that there had been a break 
which couldn’t be» mended, and that, as W® = we 
miles away from everybody and everythin: of 
must stay all night alone together in the new 
the Pyrenees!! 
a * *. * o ph 
I screamed, I cursed, T sobbed, I yelled, 1 oe. 
more fizz, I talked about reputation and fa 
honour—but just as I was thinking there W t? 
thing for it but to accept the inevitable ®” pie? 
allow mysself to be comforied by a noble re 
Count’s ardenti devotion, there came the » 
sound of wheels and buzzing!- 
— * * oe a 
wooo 
ono 


Actually a car was coming—— 

“Stop! Help! Halt!’ T yelled—and 4 
later a big car containing two nice big Fren 
pulled up. 


* * * * * 


“Oh! please,” I cried, “ please help me! oy 
o speak English, don’t you? Oh! thank good? po? 
This gentleman, who is a noble Spanish Count pe? 
aken me for a little joy ride, and now the al? 
broken down and we can’t get back! Pleas 
me to Biarritz!’ 2 

, ? ° ~ * - os 9 


ch 
The bigger of the big Frenchmen (ob! av 


duck, Lardi!) bowed a lot, then he went up t * 

4 , 
who, for some reason or other, seemed ta F 
‘crumpled up like an air balloon with the air 


out of it. 
a _ * * . vd 


aq te 
“Zig is a funny piece of work done bY pe i? 
said the dear Frenchman. ‘“Zis is my © a 
tmy chauffeur, who, as he knowed, I was t? ener 
a long way in the automobile of my friend “oot 
thought he could steal use of my car to t# 
a charming lady. Mademoiselle, may I 
honour to drive you back in my car here (w 
may tell you, is not broke at all—it was 7 jor” 
pretence of this beautiful ‘Count’ to keep you 
with him!, while my friend comes alongs 4 
automobile? And we leave here this noble P* gs” 
‘Count’ to entertain himself with the ™? 
and the ghosts which walk amongst the P 
Come—if you please!” 
* 7 & a * 4 ¢ 
And, of course, I went! And by the ee 
reached Biarritz we had got so friendly th® b 
must switch off!—they are wanting to put erie 
a Trunk Call for Pa from the Dunscot Distit igh 


more next time—yes, yes, Exchange; put it 
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BARBER: How would you like it cut, sir? BP iisd Eh . 


fea A tt ig =a 
CUSTOMER: Oh! just a little bit off the sides and back, and none off the top. 
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ti Son: | heard ma say last night that Mr. Fisher had been married three 
'mes. Why was that? 


PA: Well, it was necessary in his case. Mrs. Fisher kept dying. ie ron tog Fete that was one of ‘em, mum!" 


Pa: How many times? Why, only once, of course, 


tee 


co ROE ta 


rattle of wheels upon the asphalte, ‘anda carriage 
drew up before the window. 
opened ‘the door for a tall, 
advanced to meet her, bowing in my most courteous 
manner, for I anticipated a food sale: 


most brilliant you have,’ she replied. 


which she examined very ¢ritically, picking them up 
one after another and remarking upon their lustre 
and transparency. 


have been taken from 
antiquity. 


“Unfortunately, my husband, Dr. Benton, could not 
come with me, and’ I wish to have his opinion. 
Would it be asking too much for you to drive back 
with me and show these opals to him?” 


neurologiat of great eminence. 


PAGE BI e. 


INCE this océurrence has object to 
been grossly ‘misstated by 
the Press, and: since I 
have been held up to the 
scorn. and’ ridicule ~-of 
friends, I am ‘led to make 
a brief atone of the 
facts. 

It is sufficient for the 
purpose of this narrative 
to state that for several 
years I had been conduct- 
ing my business—that of 
a jeweller — successfully. 
One morning, while en- 
engaged in re-arranging 
some articles upon the 
counter. °*T heard the 


ear, and 


You won 


The liveried flankey for brick 
handsome woman. I 


who eyed 


“What can I do for you, madam?” I said. | | 
“I should like to see some opals—the largest and seated” at 


I placed npon the counter about a dozen stones, 


‘which he 

At last, laying four of them on one side, she raid: 
“What are the price of these?” 

They were magnificent, stones, and were said” to 

a Ifindoo shrine of great 


“L-cannot decide which to take,” she continted. 


I had often heard of Dr. Benton. He was a 
I saw no reason to 


make, 


UT eer, 


att AOD TED T 


AS 
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ALGY: Wilks is a most. absurd somnambulist. 
HORACE: What's he done now? 


ALGY: He’s just come back from a yachting holiday, you know, and fast night he say down in a 


kath, and baled it out until he flooded the whole ticor, 


“JT wish to prepare you,” 
to me with an air of pleasing frankness, 
you might regard as a sinful reception. 
band, though the kindest of meh, 
his manner. 


titrming to me, she said, 


operation, 


Qt} ey Dee &: 


this proposal, 


prospects. 
Placing the opals in a small box, I got into the 


we rolled away. ’ 


A doctor, you know, 


large, old-fashioned: house, 


walls.” 


The gate was opened by a man in’ shabby livery, 
We were 
wshéred into a large room furnished as a library 
and office, The doctor, a man past middle age, was 


me rather curiously, I’ thought. 


his desk looking over some accounts. 


we entered he glanced inquiringly at my companion. 

who, after a moment’s hesitation, presented me. 
“My husband,” she said, 

rather than at me. 


wishes to show you,’ 


he tapped a bell beside him. 


iil init ea 
ak nicainnn teas 
eh (ft ALL = 
My 


iy 


ANS 


‘' ff" “John,” said the doctor, fooking at me with! 


and I was elated with the 


said the Jady, turning 
“for what 
My hus- 
isa trifle odd in 
must adopt’ a 
professional tone with nervous patients, and a cer- 
tain paternal aspect is—with' him—a fixed habit. 
% mind that—will you?” — 
I assured her that I would not. We were driven 
to one of the most fashionable“suburbs. 
stopped before a 
‘rounded with a high brick wall. 
she turned to me and said: 
“Our house is a trifle gloomy--don’t you think? 
My husband holds the good old English prejudice 


The car 
sur- 
As we alighted, 


looking at the doctor 
“Mr, Brand has some opails 
she continued. Then 
in a low voice, “‘ You must 
not tell him yet’ that I have decided to purchase. 
Jet me have them, please.” 

I handed her the box, which she laid upon the 
desk, leaning forward as she did so to whisper to 
the doctor. 

Looking at me with an intentness that somehow 
made me feel as if I were expected to undergo an 
A moment 
later, a servant entered—a burly, heavy-browed per- 
sonage with a swaggering assumption of official dig- 
nity that gave him the appearance of a guardian 


Atvevust %, 
“of the peace. 


unpleasantly suggestive fixedness, “‘ this gentler. i? 
is under treatment for & nervous disorder ie 
requires absolute rest and quiet. Conduct ne 
his room,» I will diagnose the case later.” 
“Sir,” said I, amazed at this strange PT 
ing, “there is some mixtake. [Let me explait 
“No explanation is necessary,” the doctor 
in, with ‘impatient brusqueness—‘‘ I understa® 
matter perfectly. John!’ r 
“But,” said I indignantly, “I am not yon 
tient. I ‘came here at this lady’s request 
you some opals which she wanted you to & 
before making a selection, 
I saw the servant edging. towards me, but wit wf ? 
bound I had reached the desk and secured 


ye 


—the opals were not there! The whole * Niobe 
flashed upon me—the woman had brought ™® “The 
private hospital for the insane. don’t | 


I cried, “this woman. is an i 
~a thief! She has stolen four valuable oP 
‘they are concealed upon her person. Do I 
act, or look like a lunatic? I can prove every , i 
I have said. For Heavens sake, doctor, 4 
that woman get away!” 

Instinectively I had placed myself in the doo pe 


*“Seize her!" 


As though she had divined my intention, orate ory wa 
stealthily moved towards it, but I was too a a and 
her. For an instant she lost her nerve, and gO" 9 ‘Tous r 
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about to rush upon me, lt was only fer aD a e 
however.. Then, with perfect composure, she 
to the doctor and broke into a hearty laugh. 

“T ought not to laugh at him,” she said, 
sounded so ridiculons.”’ Turning to me: 
husband, you know that your nerves are 4 3 
shattered. I will not say that you are in 
is only a temporary weakness, I am sure, go" 
doctor will do everything for you—wo2 
doctor?” 

She said this with a pretty manner of © 
fratikness, while the doctor smiled back at ner 
couragingly. ; 

As for me,,I could do nothing but stare at * 
both in stupid amazement. ti? 

“TI told the doctor yesterday,” she ¢0? it . 
“that I would bring you here: I oe i ei 
you were not violent, but ‘this outbreak, If ati 4 
convince him that you are. His halluciy 
doctor, often takes this form. He imagine® be yl 
discovered an opal mine, and J brought ther 
of glass with me to humour him.” Then yw fa 
from a reticle some glass beads and laid do : 
the denk. 


' 


A ’'APPY DAY. 


''wo litthe London girls whe he 
sent by the kindness of the vee wy 
to have “a happy day in the © tet 
narrating their experiences 0B of 
turn, said: 7 a 

“Oh, yes, mum; we did "ave * pt 
day. We see two pigs 4 
gentleman buried.’” 


jot a 


RATHER STICKY. 


r 
A certain clubman, hailing? fri '» 
States, whose storiés are alway® ‘oP 


the first person, has at Jas 4 of 
decided bore to his friends, #” 6 ] 


them resolved to put him oa da 6 
the occasion came, » The self eae 
clubman had told a story 4g sé 


robbed by a highwayman wh af 
He represented it a» a 0% cow ry 
night, on a muddy road in the she = | i 


* 


and: wound up by stating that (+ 
bers escaped. * “ah Ga 


Here was the chance, and i eh \ 
said: x0 ie’ st 

“Tf it was muddy I should’® ‘of \ 
conld have followed them — ve — — 
morning. They must oe a ie x 
tracks,’ 


t 

This’ seemed to be a poser nr pot 
have downed any’ ordinary ™™) © 
did not upset our hero. He x p 
emergency, ‘arid said: gn 

“T thought 80 too, but whe? 4ne “ype 
the next morning I found t ra ete if 
bers had left no tracks fron t “ed 
ravid “out there” ig so sticky yaa” 
tracks stuck fast to their fee % ; 
carried them away with 
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“It's an infernal lie!” I yelled, I was in such 
Owering rage that I did not realise that the 
tof this tragic manner would only confirm the 
Or in his diagnosis. “She substituted ‘those 
8S beads for my -opals! It’s the most outrageous 
Odile I ever heard of- If you don’t send for a 
Ceman and haye her arrested, I’ll hold you -re- 
~ Osible!’’ In my eageness I must have made 
ther rush to prevent her escape, for I felt the 
“ial grasp upon my collur, and was pulled back 
Out ceremony. 

“Really, my dear, if you go on in thig way, the 
tor will insist upon more severe measures.” Then 
® thought it advisable to adopt a minor key. 
_ 1, my poor, poor, unfortunate husband, . I can’t 
f te leave him in this way, doctor, but you see 
violent he is. Oh! what shall I do?’ . The 
; Yentations that followed would have done credit 
* Niobe. 

“There, there, my good woman,” said the doctor, 
ton’t be distressed. There is no occasion for 
tm. He will be treated with the greatest care, 
“= utmost gentleness, I assure you.” 

_ It exasperates me so much-to think of it even 
*®W that I can scarcely state clearly and con- 
}, dly the remainder of this miserable flasco. . If 
. had but kept my temper und my presence of mind, 
Might possibly have convinced the doctor that her 

"ty was false; but so furious was I at the. coolness 
7, andacity with which she played her prepos- 
. Sus role, that I must have lost all appearance of 
‘ity. The doctor treated al! my assertions, en- 
aties, and wrathful invectives with the same con- 
, atory manner and the same incredulity. Fis 
% Im, unruffled countenarce, with its air of gentle 
Signation, was almost as maddening as the 1mpu- 
ent assurance of my supposed wife. 

. As for her, I could see that she so thoroughly 
ywoved the scene that she actually prolonged the 
olay. I. mnet say that she sustained her role with 
Steat gkill to the cnd of the performance. I had 
he exquisite torture of seeing her walk leisurely 
the room with thet. precious freight of mine, 
‘iter bestowing upon mé mest touching and tearful 
| Monstrations at parting. A few minutes later I 
Nard the rattle of departing wheels. 
* * * * *& 

I need only add that, realising too late the 
Oper course to pursue, I despatched a note 10 
Rariey, my clerk, who came and youched for my 
‘nity, : 

I received the doctor's apologies with scant cour- 
“ty. 
*°I am afraid I was rude enough to threaten him 
Yith. the law, and to commend him to a certain 
imate traditionally warm. [I.was now free to in- 
itute a search for the fair adventuress. and for 
those unlucky opale, but I regret to say that I am 
“till searching 
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The Sins of 
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HE plush curtains were drawn 
cosily about the windows and 
now and again flames from 
the big log-fire rose and lit 
the pretty, homelike room in 
which we sat. 

My wife was sitting .on 
the arm of my. chair idly 
playing with a curl of my 
hair whilst I was endeayour- 
ing to read my evening 
paper, although at times I 
stopped short to give the 
wee, sweet woman a hug or a 
kiss, 

“My little girl, I really 
cannot understand this——’’ 

“ Well, that doesn’t 
matter much surely, Freddy! 
There’s plenty of time for 
you to read when you are too 
old to make love! Now, 
come, turn round and be 


nice, do." : 

What could I say? Placing my paper on the 
stool at my side, I took my wife upon my knee and 
she -was quite satistied. 

It was a bitterly cold night out, and now again 
the wind howled through the closely-shut windows. 
Within our little study—where we often sat. after 
dinner—all was quite cosy, and I gazed round at 
the pretty old-world furniture. 

“TI pity the poor beggars out in this weather, 
Tiope!’’ I said to my wife, and her little frame 
shivered at my words. 

“Don’t, Freddy! it must be awful. If we could 
only make them all warm and comfortable; but as 
it is impossible, don’t let us think about it.” 

Dear little girl—she was both sensitive and sen- 
sible. 

We sat quietly for some minutes. 
sound at the front door 

“What was that, Fred?’ 

“Oh! nothing, little one,’’ I answered her. 

Hope crossed over to the bell and touched it, 

At the appearance of the maid Hope told her to 
go to the halldoor and see if anyone was there. 


There was a 


— 


|) AN 


VICTIM: Well, yes, once. 


ge 


INSURANCE AGENT: Have you ever been “perated on for appendicitus? 
But I’m inclined to think it was merely professional ourtusity, 
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the Fathers 


Presently the girl retuirned with a whité,- scared 
face. 
“Yes, ma'am, there's a big bundle, and it 


vr 


moves! ‘ : ; 
“Mercy! Freddy, it’s something, alive!’ 
“Now, my dear girlie, do keep cool and we'll £0 


and investigate.” 


I teok Hope tenderly by the arm and down we 
strode to the hall—the three of us. 

Yes, sure enough, there it was just outside the 
door, 

Hope was so excited I could do nothing with her. 
Hannah—our parlourmaid—sérea med every time the 
shawl mdved.- 1 took hold of it and we went into 
the dining-room, where a bright tire was burning. 
Placing the bundle on the table, I proceeded to untie 
the knot. , 

Presently to our anxious gaze there was revealed 
a tiny, plumip baby, ‘Such a pretty baby. too—at 
least. so my wife said. 

“And what a sweet wee dress!’ she observed, a 
she lifted the mite tenderly in her arms. 

“How old would you think it is?” I inquire. 
inditferently. 

“Why, surely not more than eighteen months.” 

ad And look at its pretty little curls, ma’am,” 
said Hannah, and she stroked the tiny head. 

Well, the question is, what shall we do with it?” 
this from me in rather an impatient manner, for 
babies were not very much in my line. 

“Oh! keep it, of course,” said Hope in a decided 
tone. : 

“ But, my dear little girl——’’ : 

“Never mind, Freddy! I must keep the darling,” 


and she buried her face in the gown of the little . 


one—for at my words a bright flush had spread over 
her face. 

‘Well, of course, if you are quite sure you would 
like to do so I will make no objection, dear.” 

“Oh! it will be simply lovely, ma’am,” said Han- 
nah, who rushed off to get a cup of milk and some 
bread and butter for the little stranger. 

* * * * * 

The years rolled on and the baby who:n he had 
befriended grew into a fine gil, tall, fair, and of 
sweet. disposition. 

(Continued on page fifteen.) 


A PARTING SLAP. 


Some time ago a well-known Scotch 
cleric was travelling from Newcastle 
on-Tyne to his home in Scotland, after 
a short visit to the “canny toon,” and 
on the journey north got into conver- 
sation with his fellow travellere—soli- 
citors on their way to spend the vaca- 
tion in the.Highlands. - The lawyers 
related several amusing instances of 
errors made in speeches before the 
courts, and when the conversation be- 
gan to “lag,” one asked the reverend 
gentleman if he ever made mistakes 
while addressing his flock, and what 
he did in such a case;. He replied that 
he "had done so on certain occasions, 
and when the error waa not @ very big 
one, he allowed it to pass. He said: 
“I once intended to impress upon my 
hearers that the devil was the father 
of all liars, but said the devil was the 
the father of all lawyers. In this case 
I thought it was not very far wrong, so 
allowed it to pass. Goodday, gentile 
men, I alight here.’’ 
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Customer: I want to get a dog-collar; 
something handsome and showy. 

Dealer: Will this one do? ; 

Customer: No; Td like something 
more eXpensive than that. Yeu see, 
it’a my wife’s dog, and I'd like to g@ 
someone to steal it. 
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: E . ; I've got a little key; but #5 > 

“D'ye know anything about this National pool?” darned use to me, it 7 
“Aye; our, foreman was playing it last night.’ Ye keep on downing the reds.” ~ For | cannot find the keyhole : 


should fit, rye 
i'm so merry, don’t you see; ' 
been out upen the sprees y 
And | don’t know where 


home is—norra bit, 
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Still another use for Government surplus. Why not “ periscopes for perociving promenaders?” swing.” 
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‘ Life’s a masque,” the maiden said. 

“Hollow sham; we'll soon be dead, 

No more cigs, and no more kissing, 

Time spent sleepings, time you’re missing.” 
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| ( rHE FEMININE tNFLUENCE ON THE CRIMINAL, 
Before the coming of women’s Juries— —and afterwards, 


neg in the winner. 
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ERRATIC HEART. 


”? 


SHRINE OF THE 


‘* Anything happened ? 
‘“‘T have forgotten something. 
a little postscript to this letter,” 

from its tinted covering. 

“What shall I do?”’ 

“ee You? ” 

‘While the most important part of that epistle 
is being. written.” 

*‘ Suppose you see if you can find me a rose— 
pretty enough for my hair.”’ 

* Pink? 

“For black hair!’”’ 

‘© Why not?” 

*“'Try red—a deep red.’’ 

So he sauntered oft to the 
went on with the letter. 


BEING A TALE OF WORSHIP AT THE 


Tranquil Villa. 
Y DEAR VIOLET,— 

~ ous as the sun itself! Yes, | 
it in a love glowing and glori- 
Happiness? I have discovered 
often dreamed at the Convent. 
knight of whom we have so 
I have found him—the modern 

What do you think? At last 
Yeuio for three years have depressed you with 
letters full of pessimism—I have a lover. 

‘I can see you as you read this, with the eyes 
like your name. But do not laugh at me so, 
dear Violet—for you, too, have found your fate. 
How deliciously naive you were when you wrote 
me of how simply you received him on the recom- 
mendation of your mother, opposing her. and P.S.—You know, dear Violet, 
wanting him all the time! You are so lucky, a never wanted for suitors, don’t you? Mon Dieu 
husband who adores you and whom yow love —as we used to say at the Convent! They were 
passionately. But I have-no longer a mother, never lacking. But the dreadful fortune that 
and you know the melancholy life I have led I was encumbered with from my birth put me 
since setting out on the quest of the modern 


knight. 


I want to add 
withdrawing it 


bushes, while she 


that I have 


of every tender glance or word. And from a 
declaration I flew frightened away—it seemed 
like a request for my gold and not for me. 
; And all this when I was capable of believing 
Edith was just posting this letter in the envelope in a real sincere passion. Still, I am young and 
when her lover approached from the garden. no uglier than another. But that was not enough. 
'* Sweetheart,’’ he said with feeling. I wished to love; and it is not easy as some 
“i You, dear,’’ she answered, ‘‘I didn’t expect vain people imagine—to find some one to love. 

you quite so soon.’’ He whom I love does not know my real name. 


I remain, 
Ever your true friend, 
Epiru. 


“Not” Neither do I know his. But I know that I be- 
“*Oh, my! Isn’t it a bother?” long to him till death And if he cannot be 
‘What is? ” he asked. my husband—well, I shall never marry. There 
“You must wait.’’ is uo law, human or divine, that can without 


“6 Yes 2? os 


; sacrilege give me to someone I do not love and 
“« Just a moment,’’ she added, apologetically. 


make me renounce him whom I worship. 


WIFE: John, there’s nothing | enjoy more than reading the last words of great men. 
what your last words will he? 
HUSBAND: The last word is something | never expect to have, 


in mental defiance ofall men, made me suspicious . 


| wonder 


Avast 18, wy 


Do not. feel frightened for me, Violet, dears 


you who have always been more than-a ie 


pild 2 


to me, and who have known how to. softem 
sadness being alone in the world since my cb 
hood, 

Believe me, Violet, the’ love that possesses 


is holy—God “himself. would’ have nothing to we 


give me. Give me quickly some news of J". 
own happiness. Your husband, you wrote m@ 
on a tiresome journey, and you are left ale 
Has he | returned? 


him—and how I. regret being unable to vi 


you during the past year of your married ee 


But—must I own it—your happiness appe# 
to me so perfect, that I was almost afrai 
being jealous of it. 
knight. 


Only yours is your very own—Y? 
husband. 


And mine—mine is—well, we'll se® 
-. Eprit 
‘* Edith,” he said, as she looked up. 


“« Just a second, *? was her reply, still writid 


P.S.—-Answer ‘quickly. 
“* Now, then,” she smiled, ‘‘ what is it?” 


“Will this do?” he continued, lifting a B 
blown rose of exquisite colouring. a 
‘How beautiful!” she answered, taking 4 


‘*You do choose so well! It’s 
I like.”’ 


** Will you permit me?’ 


just the ‘sh# 


he asked. 


yo 
Edith bowed her head. ‘sligntly, and- he deft! 


He a the -rose in. the coiffure that had made, it. 
many wish they might run their fingers throne 


Half embracing her tall supple figure, which old 
indeed bewitching in its clinging drapery watt d 


rose crépe de Chine, he gently drew her t0 
the rustic seat under the large maple tree wit! 
japonicas and oleanders all round dropping ad 
petals of their delicate. blossoms. The seat 

evidently .been placed: just’ in that positio® apy 
design, for those pretty flakes of colour, cre jy 
white and scarlet, made Edith look just; temP pe 


Ce 
enough as. they fell on her black hair and crt} 


robe. ‘There they sat careless of ayacyehin® on 
side of the marvellous. horizon of love. 
one of those despotic. passions revealed. to 


against which it would have, been as vain 
absurd to struggle as it would have been futile © 


— a ; 
DIDN'T WAIT. 
Scene:. Suburban. villa, ie 4S 
Mistress: Did anyone call wh? . 


Was out? 7 
Servant: No,, ma’am, excepti™” oe 
tramp. , He wanted. somethin’ 


na’. he'd have to wait till the ld o 
the house got back from the 


school,. an’ mebbe she’d makean 

somethin’, Ls pe 
Mistress: Of all things! pid 

wait? “i! 
Servant’ No, ma’am. He rune 


—-—jo% 
OLD FRIENDS, 


a 


“Old friends are best!” | Yet pot 
old- 
For one, I do not seek 


Within. my eager arme to fold 
A form long since antique. 


1 want no. painted Pompadour: 
Flirting at forty-three; a 

A friend of twenty-two or four ‘ 
ls old enough for me. fh 


FREE. 


Our Snec al Catalogue of Perfect 5 inf | | 
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sent FREE, with ste, 
pounds f.r bothssexes (Adwts only. 


A.S. CHARLES & see, 


WEST GREEN RD... LON 


FREE TO WwomeEN 


| 

4 

To gl Vive superiority, aod, P| 
“POPLETS ”: do actual 

-Ladies’ a iimentae eae jo “i 

Abs? | 


I will eend a trial box 

Free. 
NURSE J. }. POWELL: forty 
Brookwood ‘Roau, Wands 
London, S.W. 1% 


How I should like to kn® jt : | 


Now .we have each whe 


pot 
of them with the suddenness of. lightning, ‘ 


but 1 told him there was non ‘7 ve 


head 


pettle against the conspired elements. Given a 
j@ndsome modern knight and a very earthly god- 
“ess, the struggle against the plenitude of human 
lature that is in them both is not likely to’ be 


e @ ry fierce’ But the daylight is not favourable 
ae those just beyond the line called Platonic. 
SF ng brief touch of his lips to hers was all that 
is § “© could venture. And everybody knows that 
» § “Othing is so exasperating as a fractional kiss. 
* @ ‘I know you're fond of claret cup,” Edith sug- 
it # Sested, leading the way to the garden table, where 
3 @ “he had been writing. ‘‘ It’s so refreshing.” 
dQ ** Very.” 
f “You think so?”’ 
oo “ Really.”’ 

“<1 knew you did.” 

“That is—ah—when there’s. ——”’ 

“Why, it’s empty! ”’ 

“What? My compliments? ”’ 


““ No—your glass.” 
“Well, well, I didn't notice it.” 
“Then you can endure something milder than 


__ ““ When __there’s 
ear “me.”’ 
“Don’t,” deprecatingly. ‘‘ Please don’t. That’s 
So ordinary, you know—and I don’t want you to 
™ake me think you’re an ordinary man. 
Several of Edith’s men friends—magnetism is 
So much a matter of curves—who happened to 
tive past at the moment were of the same 
®pinion in regard to her natural endowments. But 
“it was their view of het fiscal endowments that 
‘Made her appear to then as if she must surely 
be a woman born and bred amid the snows of 
Some northern land: \ She possessed the signs of an 
Unquestionable atavism that were, above all, visible 
“™ the Oriental beauty of her countenance, ‘the 
Contour of her figure and a pair of big brown eyes 
that would have been the erivy of an odalisque. 
4n-him, his origin and character revealed them- 
Selves less definitely—in his bearing rather—which 
Would remind you of a blood horse, and in a 
‘Seneral air of a hardy physique that had been 
Well developed and groomed. But there was some- 
thing keenly intellectual about those blue eyes 
With the quiet melancholy in them, and the 
—€ynicism that played about his mouth—two 
Qualities that have a strange attraction for -vomen 
f strong intense natures. 
9 It was evident that both were marvellously fitted 
to be loved, and to love with all their being. 
7} Edith revealed it to the point of being trouble- 
—@ ‘ome to whoever saw her; by the generous and 
Supple design of bust, moving when she walked ; 
Shoulders slightly stooped, as if oppressed ; by the 
_@ ‘Colouring of her complexion, a golden pallor, which 
(q ecame delicately rosy at the upper part of the 
cheeks, as if burning tears might have left their 
attenuated ‘traces: _In him the aptitude for pas- 
Sion betrayed itself by the splendid poise of 
is head on a stretch of sturdy shoulders; by the 
Sccasional flash of his superb eyes, and by the 
9 &legance of a body that you could divine to be 
Yobust under the folds of his yachting suit. 
ie ' Fate surely is no enemy when the mysterious 
ut omnipotent sprite \guides together two such 
Creatures who are so excellently adapted the one 


a 
something more intoxicating 


j 


for the other, because so perfectly complementary. - 


** Don’t you feel the temptation?’’ she said. 
“For what? For you?” 
“No!” 

“What, then? ” 

** You must. not say such things. 
Look ! ” 

Yachts with their wing-like sails and streamin 
Pennants, launches with their polished bras 
fleaming and gay colours flying. were gliding 
through the waters—it looked like a butterfly 


For ti. sea. 


farnival. -And perhaps: it was. 
‘* Let’s take one,” he suggested. 
** Aveail? ”’ 
*é Yes.”’ 


**Our launch was ordered for five o’clock.”’ 
“Tt is just that now.” . 
_ In .a few minutes they were aboard. At first 
they stood in the bow. A woman who knows 
ow to pose holding her hat in a breeze is a pic- 
_ ture. Edith knew. Many a man has envied! the 
_Wind, brightening a girl’s eyes and playing with 
her eurls. Lucky wind! Soon, however they were 
Seated in the stern of the launch, maintaining. the 
 iMusion of solitude in the midst of this crowded 
Stretch of wavy green, with faint imaginings, per- 
> haps;of ‘free happiness under a free sky. There 
tre two classes of people to whom Cupid is greatly 
Indebted—sailors and waiters. \ Blessings on the 
head of “the man, ‘in blue or black, who knows 
fnough not to disturb a “tété-a tete. Those on 
this evidently had happy intuitions. 
Edith was listening with a seeming half-cnme- 
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lessness when quickly a slight shudder passed over 
her responsive frame, Her lover’s eyes had dropped 
a moment, and he had made a sombre confession. 

““T am married,” he said, simply. 

But those three words from one human being to 
another contain Sometimes so much of helpless- 
ness, of impossibility. Like a creative breath, in 
a second of time they rear a mountain or hollow 
an abyss—aeross which lies paradise or hell. 

““You?”’ she asked, with disappointment and 
love and anger, all mingled in her tone and stare. 

“Yes,” he replied. There was penitence in 
his voice. 

* You! Marrigd !”’ 

‘** 1 should have told you before, Edith, I know, 
but —--” 

““‘And you love me?.’’ 

§ Meg. 

“You tell me this? ”’ 

ce Yes.” 

“You dare to?” 

*Yes—you are all my world. Edith, I long 
for you—every hour I want you—I’m mad for you 
—I love you, I so love you. But you—you hate 
me ii 

“ No ! ” 

What? ” 

** Fedo. not.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T love you; I belong to you—body, soul and 
all!” 

He took her tightly in his arms. The- tyranny 
of fate that at this moment they should bein 
that launch! 

“What shall 
moments. 

“7 don’t know.’ 

“Let us go away.” 

“How?” 

** Together.’ 

‘* Where? ”’ 

‘To London. 
after to-morrow.”’ 

*“No, I«cannot.” 

** Yes—yes—you can—you must.” 

Edith was half sobbing now. 

* It is the crisis of my life.’ 
him over and trying to look,into his soul, 
iC 

“ Perhaps,” he agreed, waiting for her decision. 
**7T think it! is.” 

‘* Well,” she went on, ‘‘ I am resolved.”’ 

“es 2?! 

‘“My quest has ended—I have found him” 

““ Who?” he asked, with. surprise. 

** You—the modern knight!” \ 

“My darling!’ he answered. 

“Where you go, I will go” 

“ Sweetheart,” he whispered. 
kissing her again and again. 
love!” : 


Sh 3 Same we | 


we do?”’ he said, after a tew 


’ 


» 


The ‘St. Louis’ sails the day 


she said, scanning 
Ssh: t 


caressing her ana 
“My own, my 


“Going to Canada, are you? Mave you 


* Box—what. for?” 
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“Yes,”’ she repeated, “‘ the day after to-morrow 
we'll sail together.”” It is a prospect ‘alluring 
enough for human nature : happiness on the hign 
seas and in those far-off lands of blossoms and 
music—the soft skies, the long twiJights, the 
kindly shadows—the romance, the passion! 

That evening they drove along the avenue to 
the telegraph office. She waited in the trap 
while he went in. They: were. just in time to 
secure one of the most charming cabins,” and of. 
those boudoirs with the brass bedsteads and. plenty 
of room; where you do not rise in the morning 
wondering whether you really paid for a first- 
class passage on an Atlantic liner or if you are 
a prisoner of war. 

‘hey returned deliciously tired. They went into 
the drawing-room. Thére, on her little secretary. 
Edith perceived the letter written that afternoon 
to Violet—forgotten, 

“Oh, dearest, will you drop this 
immediately for me?” 

“It will be just in time to catch the mailman.” 

**Good! Is he due?” 

‘“In ten minutes,’’ looking at his watch. 

“You will take it for me?.” 

‘* With pleasure, my sweet,” embracing the 
pretty figure as it bends over the desk, and putting 
little kisses on the fine back hair with that rare 
bluish tinge, while Edith writes quickly, her lover's 
eye following the pen in her white hand uncon- 
sciously : 


in the box 


Mrs. Violet Stranton, 
Manchester. 
Suddenly he starts—pale, troubled—and in a 
strange voice says:: 
‘* Heavens! So you know my wife 


1” 


10 
A WISE SNIP. 


De Tanque: You can put a couple of hip-pocketa 

in. the trousers just like my old ones. ; ah 
Tailor: Yes, sir, By the way, were the old ones 
quarts or pints? 
3 ——-—— ) of 


WHERE IT BEGAN, 


“You say the excavation for your new building 

has begun? T haven't seen any signs of. it,’’ » : 

“It began in my pocket. I have just paid the 
architect £100 for the design,” 
o(— 


PROPER CONSIDERATION, 


Magistrate: If you were there for no dishonest 
purpose, why were you in your stockinged feet? 
Burglar: I heard there was sickness in the 


family, your honour. 


X 


got a box?” 


“ Why, to put your clothes in.” 


‘What, and me go naked?” 
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HE great majority of 
punters who complain 
of long losing se- 
quences invariably 
owe their misfortunes 
to the fact that they 
endeavour to find 
practically every 

winner om the card. 

The advantage of specialising on 
one or two classes of races cannot be 
too strowgly emphasised. 


TIME FOR STUDY. 


This procedure enables the backer 
to devote much more study upon the 
particular kind of race he selects, 
and. prevents him from becoming con- 
fused by the more than often inex- 
plicable ‘“‘in and out” running of 
certain horses. 4 


RACING FOR A LIVELIHOOD. 


Methods which find winners in 
sufficient numbers to show a profit 
are being employed every racing day 
by those whose livelihood depends 
upon their success in accurately pre- 
dicting horses which first catch the 
judge’s eye. 

Freak systems never have—and 
never will—bear the strain of a long 
trail. The backer who consistently 
shows a profit by his investments 
is the one who basis his selections 
en a rational system, combined wit’ 
common-sense and a logical feunda- 
tion. 


WHY SOME BACKERS FAIL. 


One of the chief reasons of failure 
on the part of many punters is that 
they try to carry out a preconceived 
idea that they will make a fortune 
ont of racing. These unfortunate 
individuals are invariably doomed to 
disappointment, and finish up poorer 
—and, let it be hoped, wiser—men. 

To those who are content to pay 
their expenses, win a little and retain 
their bank, profits will surely come 
their way. 
WOULD-BE ‘“ GET-RICH-QUICK ” 
PUNTERS. 


The probable reason which induces 
small punters to attempt to get rich 
quickly is that the capital at their 
command is so small that, even if 
they occasionally find a fair priced 
winner, they can only hope to win 
a very small sum of money. I refer 
to the punter who stakes in shillings 
and half-crowns. 

With a view to catering for this 
class of backer, the writer is of the 
opinion that the best way to show 
decent profits is to back doubles. 


A WAITING POLICY IN 
*“ DOUBLES.” 


By this it is not meant that the 
donble should ‘of necessity be 
“found” on the same day, as_ it 


often happens that*when a couple of 
really good priced winners turn up 
for the lucky punters in doubles on 
the same day, he finds that his book- 
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maker has a rule that limits the“odds 
paid over this kind of bet. 


AN UNFAIR RULE. 

This rule sometimes enables the 
bookmaker to keep anything from 25 
to 75 per cent. of the money which 
the successful backer | has __ legiti- 
mately won. To counteract this un- 
fair law, the following system will 
prove invaluable to the backer who 
dabbles in silver stakes. 
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ult et 
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BETTING BY 


“WicTOR" EXPLAINS HOW TO MAKE MON EW 


SYSTEM 
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in these articles various methods 


Oo 


over and above his original outlay, 
and ceases betting for that particular 
day. When the time comes for him 
to have his next bet he stakes half 
of his winnings (viz:, 5s. in this case) 
on his horse, and should this lose he 
still has 5s. of the bookmaker’s money 
to play with. His next bet should 
total the amount of winnings he has 
in hand, and if this wins at say, Z to 
1, he wins 10s. om this bet, making a 
total of 15s. gained on the double 
win. Should, however, this horse lose, 


pat aati / es 
FREDERICK. ——-——* ONE i ence ti? 
PSOE ME a —l> 1 = 
Sy SS al — 


WIFE: Here's 2 lovely piece of seaweed to take home, Harry.. 


Follow any of the well-known sys- 
tems of finding one winner a day, and 
aS soon as a winner turns up for 
you, draw your winnings and wait 
until your next system horse is run- 
ning for you. It is possible that 
several days may intervene before 
your next bet is made, but when your 


particular horse is entered to run 
your stake should be made up as 
follows, 


A SYSTEM OF ‘“ DOUBLES.”’ 


Supposing a punter starts off with, 
say, 2s. 6d. on a horse, and it wins at 


4to 1. He has then a balance of 105 


Catch! 


his next outlay consists of his. initial 
stake of 2s, 6d., thereby safeguarding 
himself against heavy staking of his 
own money. 


REVERTING TO THE INITIAL 
OUTLAY. 

When a double has been landed the 
next stake should: always be his initial 
one of 2s 6d., unless, of course, he 
intends to find a treble by the same 
process If the source of winner 
finding is one that is any good at ail, 
followers of the above system will be 
surprised at the pleasing profits shown 
by its application. 


Making Money by System are 
:: 3: described weekly. :: :: 


REPLIES TO READERS ON 
RACING TOPIE€S. 
Conducted by “ VICTOR.” 

Please Note.—All questiong must Me 
plainly written, and the reader’s na” 
and address must accompany every 
query. 

Readers must give a pen-name, Be 
initials, whereby they will easiky reo 


nise their answer in_this column. 


TEDDY.—you must practice the art 
of consistency. f 
KITE.—May we eaquire the name ° 
the firm you speak about? - 
MOLLY (Kennington Park). — Th 
wonderful times you mention 
never be forgottem. to 
LEMON.—He has mo authority 
use the name. : 
LIKELY ONE.—The only occasie® 
which it happened was at Kempt? 
Park Jubilee Meeting, 1911. 4 
LORRIMER.—The double exceed? 
the limit, ie 
ZERO.—Fillies generally hold *b@ 
own in these events. ~ 
MOSTYN. B.—We are investigating 
your case, and will write to you 
soon as we hear something. 40 
SINNER.—Several cases similar be 
your own have been reported t0 
recently. Ke 
MONA.—It looks i 
calculated fraud. 4 
OSTOR.—Although we do not k#? 
the exact date of his death, he 
been dead at least 10 years. + 
FAMILIAR.—We thank you, bat ’ 
does not interest us. 
SILVER.—She is by the Tetrarchb- 
KITTY Mc.—Old China. 


suspiciously 


MILLY: Last night when | nceentee 
Bob | thought he wouid never ® 
kissing me, 

MOLLY: Yes--that’s the way ** 
ways does it. 


ah 
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SCENE: EGYPTIAN PLAY AT WEST END THEATRE. 
iW LEADING LADY (image in her hand, crossing stage with. slow, tragic steps): O Isis!--(pause)—Isis!—(another pauage)—Isis! 
GENT IN STALLS (slight vinous): Tuppence! fourpence! and sixpence! 
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down a volume of Hood's poenis, snd presently - 
the rectory. As she turned over the leaveé# 
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No, 7. 


THE recital Olga Barr listened to in Mrs. Man- 


: : ip” 
ton’s drawi ‘ F ; : : ; 3ut in one corner was a label bearing the inser! . 
on’s drawing-room was no social comedy, the vexed five chambers and with a spent cartridge in the : sta M stree™ 
—- . A é : . - , . se ‘pe chi _ are mie 
*“vreads of which she was required to unravel, but sixth, was discovered; but, worst of all, Keaneth won: re Crampton, Bookbinder, Mare “gnirl® 
dark mysterious crime, which took in the dread Was seen by a passing laborrer to be talking ear- Liverpool,” which town was not more than r 


and ugly word—murder! The crime had happened 
months before; it had baffled Scotland Yard, and 
there it would have probably been allowed to rest 
had not Mrs, Manton been possessed of an extremely 
pretty daughter, Ethel hy name, who was fretting 
her heart. out for the sake of Kenneth Owen, ‘the son 
of the aged, respected rector, and Kenneth had. been 


Adventures of a Lady Detective. 


———< 


Sa OF tans SD , 2S — ——S) \e BS ee tty re to the title-page. where, in a feminine nant 
GEES eS SH »> ZB SSS WD rw J) sa read se the ; eect toa “To Kenneth £ 
& y 


S 


) 
E—-_D__LELELESS DOME 


cA 


THE LEAF OF THE RECTOR’S CRIME, 


helonging to Kenneth Owen. His weapon, loaded in 


restly with the: woman in the rectory “hrubbery, 
and the woman waa positively identified He ‘vas 
acquitted upon his trial, but nearly everyone deems) 
nim guilty.’ 
“T will do what I ean,” Olga 
seems likely to take some time.” 
“Take what time you like; this house is perfestly 


replied; “‘ but it 


g 


(3) 


Re te 

Many years had elapsed since those lines 
the ink was faded to & it 
dull red, There was nothing in the inseriptlO™ ho 
self, except the discovery that the giver nd of 
woman found deal in the rectorry shrubbery. I P 
sessed the same initials. Moreover, the rec 
Christian name was Kenneth. pooks 

There was no stationer’s stamp in the — ‘aa! 
wihch had evidently been taken out of its orig? 
binding, and bound again in a more costly setti 


yere 


written there, for 


‘no he 
where Olga was pursue e 


There was just a chance that ‘Jl 


miles from Blackley, 

investigations, 
man who hound that volume was living there st 

On the Scent. - 

It was easy enough te find some excuse for ei 

ing to Liverpool, but by no means so easy tM t 


cain 


855 
tried on the capital charge. ‘For: ;most people free to you.” Mare Street, which was @ dirty thoroughfare ‘a Aid 
deemed him to be guilty of the murder, and-con- Olgas Methods, very far from the: well-known Bold Street. On f 
sidered him to be extremely lucky in ‘getting off for Directly Olga came to see Kenneth Owen she felt quiring at’ a ‘news-shop there Olga found t j 
want of suflicient evidence against him. inclined to fall in: with the favourable opinion of freat satisfaction that T. Crampton was still ~ 

This view was by no means shared by mother or dim expressed by Mrs. Manton, Her instincts tant, and when.sober he was accounted wo? Mr | 
daughter, although as things had turned out the prompted her to assume that he was innocent, and {nhly clever at his trade. 1e 
projected marriage between Ethel! and Kenneth she determined to look elsewherre for the. culprit. Thomas Crampton! was by no means & no? Wife 
could not take place now, Mrs. Manton explained Some time passed withont her having discovered pOossessing-looking individual, and his fittile ya : Mate, 
to Olga, who had come dewn specialy to elucidate anything; like the Mantons, she had come to be «n sitting-room was none of the cleanest; but, jude K \ 
the mystery. excellent terms with the rectory people, and it from. the specimens he kept around him, his wood : She | 

Acquitted but Suspected, seemed to her that the old reeter took the shadow was; high-class enough: When Miss Barr produ the 
Olga looked around to the other end of the room, that: lay upon his house 4a grerat: deal more to the volume of Hood) and laid it on the cou™ Alon. 
where Ethel Manton and. the‘aged rector were stand- heart than did the man who bore all the odiwm of Crampton: seemed to recognise an old friend. but 
‘ng, the latter just about to take his leawe. He the crime, “Yes, I did ‘that, he’ said, .with the open? Whic 
had come in and interrupted }the conference, little “Tt is a terrible thing,” the rector said again horn .of a recent . potation. “You want ® 4 the 
\ knowing the part Olga waa about to play, becanse and again; “it makes me feel like a spesies of bound similarly? Well, they’ll be expensive, ve if 
that was a secret, between herself and Mrs, Manton. Kugene Aram all the time—it does indeeed.” am the only man in’ Liverpool who could do the hene 
Naturally Kenneth’s name had been mentioned, Olga started. A new and startling theory came the same.” Wher 
and it seemed to have a peculiar effect upon the into her head, Was it morbid craving on Mr. An Admission, go Yelie 
aged rector. As he released Ethel’s hand and passed Owen’s part, or did he really talk of this crime “That belonged’ to. a’ elation of yours?” bet Same 
out his aspect was one of deep dejection. hbecause—and then Olga saw that the rector’s eyes hazarded, the initials “J..C,” inside prompting ] Derse 
“He seems to feel it very keenly,” Mrs. Manton were turned upon her strangely. question. She conld only be mistaken,, after ee Son 
resumed, as the restor closed the door behind him “You are quite right there, miss,” was the rep o Man 
and Ethel had disappeared. “TI must tell you that A Strange Request, “It was done for my sister, whom 1 have not wr the 
the victim was a woman, whose name has never “Whe ‘Eugene Aram of ‘Tom Hood?” she for years, and 1. don’t know whether she’s livit? 7, teve 
been discovered, save that her linen.was.macked asked. ‘‘The suggestion makes one creep. By-the- dead. . he married a gentleman—she was 2!” {0 Self 
with the letters ‘J.C.’ She appeared to be about way, have you a copy of the poet’s work you could ambitious—-and this book was a present from her 6 thore 
five-and-forty years of age, tally» handsome, and lend me?’ the maa. she married, Not that she knew any” the \ 
senerally well formed. Hew she got there is a It.was for the sake of saying something that ghoent hooks... Ui! she was ia deep one, she wos ton. 
mystery, but she was found dead+murdered—in the Olga asked the question. Mr, Owen nodded care- = |jut he wus a bookworm, ad. she krew how t0 Ye bart 
rectory garden. The peculiar hnllet. found in her _ lessly to the shelves all round his study. More by up tu him. . He-used to be a-curate here in AY , ®nly 
head was proved to haveheen. fired from a-revolver way of carrying it off than anything else, Olga took pool at that time.’ por 
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“So 
Man?” 
i “She did; not that I saw much of her after 
eat, me not being good enough for the likes of her 
Then. He had-money of his own, and afterwards 
Sot a living somewhere in the country. <A. friend 
of mine, who used to live in “London, told me my 
' §ister had made a feol cof herself—got tired of he- 
“Ng respectable, I reckon—and that her husband 

“1 got rid of her: but they were married right 
Mough six-and-twenty years ago, the year I bound 
hat volume, It was a quiet affair, and took place 

~ St. Thomas’s, as you can see for yourself. But 

That don’t interest you, miss, although that hook 
tings back recollections te me.” 

Olea got away frem the shop after a time with a 
bromise to call ayain She did not return to Mrs. 
Tanton’s that day or the next; she had pletny to do 
rst. She had the register of St. Thomas's to con- 
Stut, and at the end of three days she returned to 
‘er employer. 

“You have been away for some time,” that lady 
Said. “Haye you discoveret anything?” 


your sister became the wife of a clergy- 


A Confessicn, 


“T cannot tell yet,” Olga replied. “Where was 
Mr. Owen married?” 
Vhv, here,” Mrs, 


was a friend of 


“His late 
you the 


replied. 
ean give 


Manton 


Sife mine. I 


: Mate, if it is any advantage to you,” 


Armed with this information and other data 
She had collected, Olga repaired to the rectory on 
the following afternoon. She found the rector 
flone in the study, looking more dejected than ever, 
but she was hardly prepared for the statement 
Which he made after she had casually referred to 


The hookbinding incident. 
‘Yes,” he said, “the man married a woman far 
heneath him. It was a hapless marriage, and 


When she left him he was glad. He married again, 
Yclieving his wife to be dead. He remained in the 
Same belief till quite recently, when ‘she began to 
Persecute him again. This man. rather than his 
80n should believe himself nameless, shot the wo- 


Man in a frenzy of despair, never knowing that 


j the woman had told the son everythinz by way of 


tevenge, and that he kept the knowledge to him- 
Self out of consideration for his father. . He knows 
More still; he knows who fired the shot that killed 
the woman who was once known as Jeanette Cramp- 
ton. Atonement shall be made by the guilty 
barty, atonement to the full. Oh! Heaven, if you 
®*nly knew how he had been tortured all these years, 
how he tried todo the best—but..all that is past. 
Leave me, and amends shall be made.” 

The rector’s face was grey and drawn, but his 
hands trembled no longer. With a feeling of pity 
™ her heart Olga walked back to’ Mrs. Manton’s 
house. 

; The Mystery Solved. 


“The mystery is solver,” she said.  ‘“‘Have ai 
far round to take me to the station te catch the 
fuarter-past four to Liverpool. T shall take a bag. 
The rest of my things can be sent on. I am best 
away when the story comes to be told. Believe me, 
You will do far better without. my assistance.’ 

Wondering, but yielding, Mrs, Manton consented. 
Scarcely had the ear driven away before Kenneth 
Owen came into the house, his face pale as ashes. 

“Something terrible has happened,” he faltered. 
“My father today made a full confession to me 
that he—how can I tell you?—he was the murderer 
of that wretched woman. I would have kept silent 
for hia sake, but he had already written and 
hosted a letter to the same effect to the inspector 
Of police. A confession in writing is in my pocket 
Now, and he has committed suicide.” 

It was all too true. As Olga sped 
following day the papers were full of it. 
It everywhere. The story of the parson’s crime 
and his dual dramatic life wag in: every mouth; 
and if it will serve to keep Kenneth and Ethel Man- 
ton apart for all time, the future alone can tell. 


south the 
She heard 


YOUR POWDER PUFF ALWAYS HANBY 
.. Ladies find the —WRISTLET POWDER gens 
vA MIRETTE’ PUFF CASE AND 

MIRROR ys 


indispensable at 
dances, parties, g It, 
tennis, boating, and 
the holidays. Worn 
i like a wrist watch, 
: Hcontains powder 
if] puff, >. mirror,.o. and 
} powder~ Your Pow- 
der Puff and Mirror always.at hand. 
Uselu! and Handy, Only 2/6 each, 
post free. Send remittance.to 

THE NOVELTY CO, (Dept. 9), 
Boswell House; Bolt Crt; Fleet St. E.C. 
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* Cook, 
burned, and the oatmeal soggy.” 
“Yez hev me sympathy, mum, it 


The Sins of the Fathers. 


(Continued from page seven.) 


Hope had one little baby of her own; but it 
pined and died, which only made her love stronger 
for the bit of humanity which had come to her go 
strangely. She loved this foster-child with a big 
und wonderful love. 

Sometimes 1 would guze at them as they sat 
together and think how much they were like mother 
und daughter in reality. 


* * * * * 


We called her Margot. She and I were sitting 
together one spring morning { was writing, and 
the sat before the fire reading a book from Mudie’s. 
Suddenly Hope entered and informed us that sne 
was going to see one of her old people. She was a 
regular favourite with the poor, and 1 often laughed 
at her, when, armed with a little basket, she would 
walk or drive to the cottages. 

She kissed us both. saying that she would leave 
Margot to take care of me. 


PAGE FIFTEEN 


ra 


my husband cOmplains tnal tho coff2c was cold, the meat overdone, the biscuits. 


‘tust be awful to live with such a man.” 


An hour later she returned, not alone, for when 
I again entered the study I saw a woman in-a black 
dress lying on the sofa. 

Hope came to me and told me that she had 
brought her in to rest, as she was nearly fainting 
when she had seen her in the street. A 

The woman’s eyes were closed, and her face Y ae 
a livid white. 

Margot came up to the sofa and bathed the poor 
weary head with eau-de-cologne, : 

Presently the dark-lashed eve-lids were raised to 
reveal a pair of the most glorious, violet eyés. 

Surely——! <p} 

Those eyes fixed themselves on me and a faint 
tlush rese to the pale cheeks. 

‘Fred!’ she murmured, and then her eyes wan- 
dered to Margot, who knelt by her head. 
my direction with a wan, but triumphant smile, and 
parted sweet, pale lips, she said: Gi 

Her arms stretched out. She gathered the girl 
to her heart. u 

“My child!” she sobbed, then, looking again in 

“Our child, Fred!” and’ died. as 


SIMPSON: Whatever induced your uncle to marry a widow of a man who was. hanged? 
JIMPSON: He Was married to a widow before, and Says he was tired of having the virtues of 4 


former husband flung in his tape, . 
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keystone S fone 
“of Lipton’ success 


has been Quality —and to-day — 
Quality ranks first in the principle 
on which LIPTON'’S business is 
conducted. LIPTON’S take a 
personal pride in the excellence 
of everything they supply for the 
table. Judge for yourselves how 
well that ideal is maintained in 


all you buy from LIPTON’S 


LIP TONS 


Tea Planters, Ceylon 


THE LARCEST TEA GROWERS, MANUFACTURERS 
AND RETAILERS OF FOOD PRODUCTS IN THE WORLD 


HEAD OFFICE: CITY ROAD, LONDON, EC.1 
Branches and Agencies throughout the United Kingdom 
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